264	M. GORKY
handkerchief to bind up his face," said Sophia quickly,
and when she had put the boy's hand into the mother's
she ran away.
"Go quickly or they will arrest you!" she called back.
People were scattering through the cemetery in all di-
rections, with the policemen striding heavily among the
graves, catching their feet in the hems of their flowing
greatcoats, swearing and brandishing their swords. The
boy watched them like a wolf.
"Hurry up!" cried the mother as she wiped his face
with the handkerchief.
"Don't bother about me—it doesn't hurt," he said,
spitting out the blood. "He hit me with the hilt of his
sword. But he got his! I gave him a wallop with a stick
that made him howl! Just you wait!" he shouted with a-
shake of his bloodstained fist. "That's nothing to what's
coming! We'll wipe you out without a fight, once we rise
up—all us workers!"
"Hurry!" urged the mother as she made her way to
the little gate in the cemetery fence. She imagined the
police were hiding in wait for them in the open field on
the other side of the fence, and that they would rush at
them and strike them. But when she reached the gate and
glanced out into the field spread with the grey fabric of
autumn twilight, she was met by silence and emptiness,
"Here, let me bandage your face," she said.
"Don't bother, I'm not ashamed of it," he said. "It was
an honest fight. He gave me mine and I gave him
his."
The mother bound up the wound quickly. The sight of
the boy's blood filled her with pity for him, and she had
a chill of horror when she felt how warm and sticky it
was. She hurried him across the field without speaking.
"Where are you taking me, comrade?" he asked su-
perciliously when he had freed his mouth of the bandage.
"I can go without your help/'
But she felt the trembling of his hand and saw that he
swayed on his feet He kept talking and asking questions

